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Virtual Harassment 


id you know you can go 

into a computer system, 
type out some lame message 
like “Hey there, honey, wanna 
play spear-the-muffin with a 
Weed Whacker?,” send it to 
somebody on a computer sys- 
tem in Canada, and end up 
getting sued? 

Welcome to the world of 
Virtual Harassment. 

You don’t even have to see 
the woman, speak to the 
woman, know the woman’s 
name, or, for that matter, know 
the woman exists—and they 
can still get you for Sexual 
Harassment. 

And while we’re on the sub- 
ject, can’t we get a better name 
for this? I’m sick of this long 
Latin name that nobody can 
pronounce. Is it hairissment, 
or is it herassment. Why don’t 
wejust call it “hittin on a chick”? 

Aren't we gettin into, like, 
a mayor free-speech issue here? 

The whole idea of Amend- 
ment Numero Uno is that you 
can say whatever the heck you 
want to, you can be as nasty 
and mean as you want, and 
then the person you were nasty 
to can be nasty right back at 
you. 

But suddenly, in the Nazi 
Nineties, we have the idea that 
everbody is helpless, that no- 
body can do anything about an 
obnoxious remark, and so the 
government or the courts or - 


somebody else should dosome- Melissa Moore is the long-suffering girlfriend who 
thing about it. What we’re try- likes to take showers in One Man Army. 
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(lucky for us) 





ing to do is eliminate 
the troublemakers, 
get rid of the people 
who just won't shut 
up. Or, as my sixth- 
grade teacher used to 
say, “Some people just 
need tolearn their les- 
son.” 
And that lesson is 
that the majority will 
decide what words 
you can use, who you 
can yell em at, and 
where you can stand 
when you do it. We'll 
have committees 
decidin this stuff— 
committees of 40- 
year-old women in 
nylon pants suits who 
drink too much herbal 
tea. 

What would Tho- 
mas Paine say? 


Actually, I know 
what Thomas Paine Jerry Trimble is such a tough guy in One Man Army that he can miss by six 
inches and still knock the guy out. 





would say: 
“Hey there, honey, wanna play spear-the-muffin hiney, Jerry Trimble is back this week in a flick 
with a Weed Whacker?” called One Man Army, and I’m sorry to report that 


And speaking of guys who can kick righteous Jerry still hasn’t taken those voice lessons, and so he 
looks great, but he sounds like a Latvian accountant 
Founded 1985 with a hernia. 

Jerry is a mild-mannered El] Lay Tae Kwon Do 
teacher who drives back to the small town where he 
grew up to bury his Grandpa. But when he gets there 
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he’s attacked by vicious pickup-truck-driving 

Formerly We Are the Weird Meskins, lured into an illegal backroom kickboxing 

ae match, and invited into the bedroom of luscious 

“The Newsletter That s Like a Drug: Melissa Moore, the girlfriend he hasn’t seen for four 

The First One's Always Free years, even though I don’t really know why he hasn’t 
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too. I gotta talk to that boy. 

Twelve dead bodies. Twelve breasts. 
Aardvarking. Skinny-dipping during an automatic- 
weapons attack. Two motor vehicle chases. Two 
brawls. Two explosions. Three gunbattles. Guy 
crushed by a car. Strangulation. Gratuitous wife- 
beating. Twelve Kung Fu scenes. Volkswagen Beetle 
Fu. Tire iron Fu. Skilsaw Fu. Drive-In Academy 
Award nominations for Rick Dean, as the nasty 
sheriff, for saying “I would love to have you in my 
jail”; Dennis Hayden, as the coke-sniffing deputy 
who says “He died the way he lived—a hero”; Jerry 
Trimble, as the Goody Two Shoes kickboxer, for 
saying “I’m not for sale”; and Cirio Santiago, the 
legendary Filipino director whose motto is “When in 
doubt, blow it up.” 

Two and a half stars. 

Joe Bob says check it out. 





Moore Joins The Report 


The Joe Bob Report is proud to welcome 
the accomplished actress and horsewoman, 
Melissa Anne Moore, to our staff as Honorary 
Editor. In case you've been sleeping, Melissa © 
hit Hollywood in 1988 and quickly started 
amassing movie credits, joining forces with 
immortal drive-in filmmakers Roger Corman, 
Fred Olen Ray and Jim Wynorski, to name a 
few. She brings her singular perspective of 
the B movie world to The Joe Bob Report ina 
regular feature column, covering new film 
productions, star scoop, and the lastest from 
the Hollywood grapevine. 





















Explore the World of B-Movie Stars and Drive-In Filmmakers with Melissa Anne Moore 


thriller also 


producers, directors and casting 


Meyer of the 
nineties, Jim 
Wynorski, has 
teamed up with 
actor Andrew 
Stevens (Night 
Eyes) to form Sun- 
set Films Interna- 
tional. This pro- 
ducing/directing 
combination has 
already completed 
three films, with 
many more in the 
pre-production 
and development 
stages. Skate- 
board Kid 2, di- 
rected by Stevens, starred Dee 
Wallace Stone, and was fol- 
lowed by Wynorski’s Hard 
Bounty, a western starring 
Steven Seagal’s beautiful wife, 
Kelly LeBrock. Rumor has it 
that it was pretty hot on the set. 
And finally there’s Deroid Gun- 
ner, ascience fiction/martial arts/ 
action flick directed by Wynorski 
and starring Lauren Avidon 
(King of the Kickboxers). 
Wendy MacDonald (L.A. 
Goddess, Naked Obsession) is 
filming Jag Mundhra’s Ir- 
resistible Impulse, an erotic 





Melissa Anne Moore 





on video. 





starring Lee 
Anne Beaman 


(The Other 
Woman, Tropi- 
cal Heat), 
Kathy Shower 
and Doug 
Jeffries. Thisis 
the second 


Mundhra film 
for MacDonald 
this year. Im- 
proper Conduct, 
also starring 
Tahnee Welch 
(Lethal Obses- 
sion), has just 
been released 


Recently returning from film- 
ing five weeks in Iowa, Brinke 
Stevens stars in the $3 million 
thriller Mommy and is very ex- 
cited about her role as a good girl. 
“This is the first time I don’t kill 
anyone, says Stevens. In addi- 
tion, Stevens is looking for a May 
1995 release for her comic book 
series, Brinke of Destruction. 

First-time director Odette 
Springer takes us behind the 
scenes of the making of a B movie 
and catches some intriguing in- 
terviews with B movie actresses, 


3 


directors in her documentary R- 
Rated (Love, Sex and Violence in 
Hollywood). Look for an early 
1995 release. 

Indianapolis producer Ivan 
Rogers is filming the action flick 
Caged Woman 2 starring Debbie 
Dutch (Death Dancers, Hard To 
Die). Dutch has also recently 
completed filming a small role in 
Fred Olen Ray’s Attack of the 
60-Foot Centerfold, starring 
Michelle Bauer (Dinosaur Is- 
land, Nightmare Sisters) and Pe- 
ter Spellos (Hard To Die, So- 
rority House Massacre 2) and a 
cameo appearance by Jim 
Wynorski. 

Soon to be released under 
the Wyn-Ton label (a partner- 
ship between Jim Wynorski and 
actress Toni Naples) is the 
erotic thriller about modern day 
witches, Victim of Desire, star- 
ring 1993 Penthouse Pet of the 
Year, Julie Strain. This is a 
very hot film for Strain and also 
stars Linda Blair and Edward 
Albert. 

—ME.issA ANNE Moore 

If you have any news for 
Melissa, drop her a line c/o The 
Joe Bob Report, P.O. Box 2002, 
Dallas, TX 75221. 


What the heck are those thespos saying anyway? Let’s call it what itis... 


Shakespeare in the Dark 


aaa Ree Renee ner errr crrercrcrr rrr rt rn 


here’s always some [ee  . , “i a acer = 
girl around who | 
wants you to go to — a 
Shakespeare in the Park, a ” : - 
right? . ee a | 

We fall for this every 
year, right, guys? 

And then when we get 
there, it’s always thirty 
guys from Juilliard and 
Yale slitherin around in 
green leotards and rattlin 
off iambic pentameter 
Snoot Music like they love 
the sound of their own 
voices, andif you're lucky, : 
it’s Kevin Kline in green a8 eee 
leotards, but no matter oe 
what happens, it’s always 
this great meeting place 
where women drag men 45 
to sitin the extreme heat Star Ashlie Rhey, on the right, and three other Southern California 


and try to listen to the residents were forced to surrender their Screen Actors Guild cards at 
gunpoint at the conclusion of Bikini Drive-In. 





most complicated poetry 


ever written. Through a beer haze! “T don’t know.” 
Who thought this up anyhow? “Wha’d he say?” 
It’s like saying, “Let’s put on a basketball game, “Wha’d she say?” 

but make the audience members hang upside down “Which one is he?” 

from the rafters if they wanna watch it.” “Why’d he come back in a different costume?” 
Here’s the complete audience reaction at a per- “Wha’d he say?” 

formance of Shakespeare in the Park: “Do I have to walk across the stage to get to the 


“Wha’d he say?” bathroom?” 
: : 2m: : “Wha’d the second guy say?” 

“That was great! Fabulous! 
Come on, let’s give em a stand- 
ing ovation!” 

And then everybody goes 
home and talks about what a 
great Cultural Experience they 
hadand buysa bunch of Campho 
Phenique to put on all the chig- 
ger bites that turn up in the next 
week. 

I think there’s hope for the 
future, though. Last week I went 
to this Shakespeare in the Park 
put on by the Joseph Papp Pub- 
lic Theater, which some of you 
might know is the most politi- 
cally correct theater in America. 
They don’t do anything unless it 






Legendary Italian muscleman Gordon Mitchell, now in his sev- — : 
enties, reprises his cheesy strong-man roles in the parody trailer has at least one Filipino lesbian 
for Goliath and the Cheerleaders. handicapped-rights activist in it. 
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Reviews by the Big Studio Committee 


Joe Bob’s Board of Drive-In Experts 


[HE LAST OF THE MOHICANS 


99 


“Relentless” “excellent” frontier wilderness adventure, based 
on the James Fenimore Cooper novel about the French-Indian 
War, starring “great” “perfectly low-key” Daniel peso as 
Hawkeye, adopted son of the 
Mohicans, who helps save 
English travellers captured 
by the Huron Indians. Along 
the way he falls for 
Madeleine Stowe, “vulner- 
able one moment and defiant 
the next” as the aristocratic 
daughter of a proud British 
colonel. “The last 20 minutes 
are incredible. The pace is 
dizzying. Great filmmaking.” 
“Outstanding direction by 
Michael Mann; probably his 
best film since his first 
(Thief).” Two hundred thirty- 
seven dead bodies. Thirty- 
nine explosions. Scalping. 
Open-heart surgery. Toma- 
hawk Fu. Cast: Wes Studi 
(“best performance,” “scary, 
deep and full of anger” as 
Huron war captain Magua), 
Russell Means (“exciting,” 
“intense” in the title role of 
Chingachgook), Jodhi May 
(“not much to do” as Stowe’s 
sister Alice), Eric Schweig 
(Uncas), Steven Wadding- 
ton (Major Duncan Hey- 
ward), Maurice Roeves (Col. 
Munro). Writers: Mann, 


WHERE THE DAY TAKES YOU 


“Very realistic” “heartfelt” “semi-docudrama” about home- 
less youth living under the freeways of Hollywood, hanging out 
in after-hours dance clubs and drug dens, where they 
form a makeshift family played by an “incredible 
ensemble cast” led by “tremendous” Sean Astin as 
the “truly troubled” “resident junkie” and “excellent” 
Dermot Mulroney as a “decent” kid who’s been on 
the streets eight years and serves as a surrogate 
father. Other standouts include Lara Flynn Boyle 


99 66 





Daniel Day-Lewis carries his rifle as well as he carries 
the movie, in the dizzying wilderness adventure The 
Last of the Mohicans. 


Christopher Crowe, from Cooper’s novel and a screenplay by 
Philip Dunne, adapted by John L. Balderston, Paul Perez, 
Daniel Moore. [Twentieth Century-Fox/Fox. 1992/93.] Overall 
rating: 93. 


Official Rating 


100-95 Drive-In Hall of Fame 


Giacamo. You wonder why they're here, and it disrupts the pace 
of the film.” “Pretty realistic view of Hollywood Boulevard—for 
a change.” “If this is indeed real life, God help us all!” “Tremen- 
dous Melissa Ethredge soundtrack.” Three dead bodies. One 
Cub Scout bandanna assault. Needle Fu. Cast: Balthazar Getty 
(“too cleancut to be homeless” as 
Little J, “the hothead,” “but his act- 
ingis fine”), Ricki Lake (“gets lost”), 
Will Smith (“cameo”), James Le 
Gros (“not really featured”), Peter 
Dobson, Stephen Tobolowsky. 
Writers: Kurt Voss, Marc Rocco. 
Director: Rocco (“strong” to “ama- 
teurish,” “from the heart”). [CineTel/ 
Columbia TriStar. 1992/93.] Over- 
all rating: 88. 


5 Hac HOUND OF THE 
BASKERVILLES 


“Atmospheric” “beautiful” ver- 
sion of the Sherlock Holmes mys- 
tery starring “lively, humorous” “ex- 
cellent” Ian Richardson as the fa- 
mous detective, hired by an absent- 
minded doctor, “outstanding” 
Denholm Elliott, to investigate the 
murder of Sir Charles Baskerville, 
whose ancestors have all met unex- 
plained deaths on the haunted 
Baskerville Hall moor. The only com- 
plaint about this adaptation is the 
“rather weak” Watson of Donald 
Churchill. (“All bluster—one won- 
ders why Holmes would befriend 
him.”) “This is the one Sherlock 
Holmes mystery almost everyone 
knows, and this is a noble effort to keep the story fresh. There’s 
a great early flashback scene to the 1640 Baskervilles who got 
this whole curse thing going.” “The moors are so eerie—just the 
right mix of fog, mist, bog and hills—that you wonder why these 
actors continue to wander through it, day after day, night after 
night.” “Even though I have seen many versions of this film, this 
edition holds my interest to the end.” Minority opinion: “For 
Sherlock Holmes, Richardson is only acceptable.” Five dead 
bodies. Glow-in-the-dark Rottweilers. Super sucking quicksand. 
Cast: Nicholas Clay (“excel- 
lent,” “standout” in three roles— 
Jack Stapleton, Sir Hugo 
Baskerville and Bearded Man), 
Brian Blessed (“handles the 
meaty role well” as demented 
painter Geoffrey Lyons), Mar- 


System 


as a “naive” “scared but innocent” new runaway from 94-89 Classic tin Shaw (“worst actor in the 

Chicago (“perhaps miscast”), and Kyle MacLachlan 88-84 Excellent lot” as “the prototypical Ameri- 

as a “predatory” weight-lifter/drug dealer/heroin ad- 93.80D : can as seen by the BBC, com- 
- ecen 


dict, with cameos by Nancy McKeon, Adam 
Baldwin and Alyssa Milano. “The last 15 minutes 
are simply riveting—a combination of great acting, 
music, photography and direction.” “This is a film 
about what L.A. looks like to parents in Ohio.” “The 
characters aren’t all that sympathetic, but you can 
still feel for them and the situations they find them- 
selves in.” “The credits get a little preachy, leading me 
to believe that this is a ‘film with a cause.” “Some of 
the cameos are played by unnecessary big names, 
including Christian Slater and Laura San 


79-75 Watchable 
74-65 Pathetic 
64-50 Dog Doo Doo 


Big Studio Records 


Highest rating: 95 (Pinocchio, 1940). 


(Ernest Scared Stupid, 1992). 


plete with cowboy boots and 
southern drawl” as Sir Henry 
Merrivale), Glynis Barber 
(Beryl Stapleton), Eleanor 
Bron (Mrs. Barrymore), Ed- 
ward Judd (Barrymore), Ro- 
nald Lacey (Inspector Le- 
strade). Writer: Charles Ed- 
ward Pogue. Director: Dou- 
glas Hickox. [Paramount. 
1983/93.] Overall rating: 88. 


Lowest rating: 65 


And here’s what I thought was encouraging: 

Half the play was fat jokes. 

Good, old-fashioned fat jokes, from The Merry 
Wives of Windsor, just the way Shakespeare wrote 
em. They didn’t change em at all. There are stand-up 
comics who won’t even do fat jokes anymore. I’ve had 
fat jokes censored from my cable TV show. And here, 
in Shakespeare in the Park, you have, like, fifty fat 
jokes in one show, and nobody says a word. Nobody 
gets upset. 

And they were damned funny. 

Fat is still funny. 

See, Shakespeare knew this. We can learn from 
the classics. 

And speaking of timeless themes, there’s noth- 
ing like topless bimbos being hosed down on a park- 
ing lot to illustrate Aristotle’s theory of poetics. And 
that’s what we have this week, in the form of Bikini 
Drive-In, the latest effort from Z-movie genius Fred 
Olen Ray, the man whose motto is “If we leave the 
camera there long enough, something is bound to 
happen.” 

Newcomer Ashlie Rhey stars as a bikini beach 
girl who inherits her grandfather’s drive-in and has 
to raise $25,000 in two nights to keep it from going 
bankrupt and falling into the hands of an evil mob- 
ster played by the legendary David F. Friedman, 
master producer of “nudie” films in the early sixties. 
Various B-movie regulars wander around through 
the drive-in—Ross Hagen, Richard Gabai, Conrad 
Brooks, Forrest J. Ackerman, Jim Wynorski—while 
Ashlie sits in the drive-in office counting money, 
having sex, foiling gangsters, having sex, hiring 
bikini girls to distract drivers on the highway, and 
having sex. 

Meanwhile, ultimate scream queen Michelle 
Bauer shows up playing ... an ultimate scream 
queen. And they think of an idea that just might 
work—a quadruple feature of Sorority Sister Slaugh- 
terhouse, I Was a Teenage Tree, The Apeman Cometh, 
and Hollywood Chainsaw Hookers. 

In other words, absolutely no plot to get in the 
way of the story. My kinda movie. (Hey, it’s October. 
Nobody gives a flip.) 

Thirty-four breasts. Multiple aardvarking. Gra- 
tuitous hot-tubbing. Man in a cheesy lizard suit. 
Sorority hose-down. Gratuitous topless dancing at a 
radio station. Slapstick Fu. Drive-In Academy Award 
nominations for Ashlie Rhey, as the big-breasted 
best friend, for saying “How can you do this to me? I 
gave you the best three months of my life!”; David F. 
Friedman, as the cigar-smoking industrialist, for 
saying “Strong-arm her if you have to!”; Michelle 
Bauer, as the scream queen, for saying “James, I’m 
in the mood for a massage”; and Steve Barkett, as the 
sheriff, for saying “Hell has come to Copperfield 
County!” 

Two stars. 

Joe Bob says check it out. 


Drive-In Theater 





eRe 


“Queen Bee” co-host and Playboy Playmate Kathy Shower 
just can’t seem to get away from bunnies. 





Joe Bob’s Drive-In Theater appears on The Movie Channel 
Saturdays at 11 p.m. Eastern, 10 Central, 9 Mountain, 11 Pacific. 


“Attack of the Queen Bees” Month 


October 15: Vivian Schilling, the multi-talented B-movie 
queen, screenwriter and novelist, is Joe Bob’s special “Queen 
Bee” guest. First up is Future Shock, starring Vivian as a 
paranoid Malibu housewife who finds out wild wolves are killing 
all the pets and chewing people’s faces off in the Malibu canyons. 
It’s the first of three stories in an anthology about people with 
fears. Also starring Scott Thompson, Bill Paxton and Sam 
Clay. Four stars. (Second feature: Soultaker: Vivian writes and 
stars in this sci-fi winner featuring Joe Estevez as an Angel of 
Death, skulking around Mobile, Alabama, ina black trenchcoat, 
sucking the souls out of dead people and taking them up to 
heaven in a little box. But when five teenagers die in acar crash, 
their souls get separated from their bodies, so the souls are 
wandering around the countryside, trying to call the police, 
while the bodies are hooked up to life-support. The drive-in 
version of Ghost. Four stars.) 

October 22: Kathy Shower, a Playboy Playmate of the 
Year, is Joe Bob’s co-host for two of her many B-movie roles: Wild 
Cactus and L.A. Goddess. In Wild Cactus she’s the abused wife 
of cold-blooded killer Gary Hudson, who comes out of prison 
with revenge on his mind. Hudson tracks her to her new life 
selling pet bunnies at a trailer park in the desert, and on the way 
he hooks up with bisexual bad girl Michelle Moffett, and the 
two of them sexually torment the wholesome Kathy. Later on 
they go after Goody Two Shoes couple David Naughton and 
India Allen as well. Three stars. in the second feature, L.A. 
Goddess, Kathy is a stunt-double-by-day, aspiring-screenwriter- 
by-night who sits at her typewriter in Victoria’s Secret lingerie 
and spends a lot of time at the mansion of big-shot Hollywood 
producer David Heavener, where they hold hands, have sex, 
drink champagne and sail around a lake while a Chinese cook 
tells oriental parables. Kathy’s big line is “Sorry, Mister Mogul, 
my script and my body are not for sale!” One star. 

October 29: Julie Strain, Penthouse Pet of the Year, helps 
Joe Bob introduce two of her 55 movie roles: Fit to Kill and The 
Unnameable II. Fit to Kill stars Dona Speir and Roberta 
Vasquez as beach-bunny federal spies who tangle with sophis- 
ticated bad guy R.J. Moore and his nasty girlfriend (Julie). Julie 
has a very memorable sex scene on the kitchen sink of Moore’s 
yacht. Four stars. 


[HE SIGN OF FOUR 


Sherlock Holmes mystery that “drags a little” starring 
“superb” “smart-ass” Ian Richardson as the famous detective, 
hired by a beautiful woman to find out who has anonymously sent 
her the second largest diamond in the world. David Healy, 
“excellent” as Watson, helps Holmes uncover a plot by Joe Melia, 
“great” as a “grungy peg-leg villain,” and his “evil, sharp-toothed, 
springy-legged midget cannibal savage,” the “sensational” John 
Pedrick, “who drools hungrily every time he looks at a human.” 
“Richardson is not up to the best (Basil Rathbone) or the pretty 
good (Peter Cushing), and sometimes resembles a 
wimpy pedantic turtle more closely than a Holmes 
of towering intellect, but he is far superior to most 
Holmes portrayers (Stewart Granger, Nicol 
Williamson, and, worst of all, Roger Moore!).” “The 
early dialogue scene between Bartholomew and 
Thaddeus Sholto is soooo melodramatic and very, 
very terrible that it nearly ruins the whole film. 
Recovery is, fortunately, speedy.” “Cheri Lunghi 
plays Mary Morstan as such a perpetually bug- 
eyed, simpering nitwit that I wanted to slap her 
silly. Of course, this is the same bimbo who turned 
Queen Guinevere into a cross between a hash 
house waitress and Penthouse Sleaze-of-the- 
Month.” Six dead bodies. One motor vehicle chase. 
One explosion. Blowgun attacks. Barbell tossing. 
Sabre fighting. Cast: Terence Rigby (“too much 
of a bumbling fool to be a Scotland Yard inspector” 
as Layton), Darren Michael (Wiggens), Richard 
Heffer (Thaddeus Sholto), Clive Merrison 
(Bartholomew Sholto), Thorley Walters (Major 
John Sholto). Writer: Charles Edward Pogue 
(“good”). Director: Desmond Davis (“good”). [Para- 
mount. 1983/93.] Overall rating: 84. 


SPEN EXTREME 





“Route 66 goes to Aspen” in this “overlong” “heterosexual 
Coloradan ski adventure” about two buddies, “handsome” “cool” 
straight-laced Paul Gross, “who always has a pained look on his 
face,” and “slightly-off? “dorky” coke-sniffing Peter Berg. To- 
gether they escape Detroit’s assembly lines to become skiinstruc- 
tors, with “predictable” results. “Another slick concept film.” 
“Everyone is bland and boring.” “Characters drop in and out 
without explanation, seasons blow by, and there’s way too much 
plot.” “There’s really very little skiing. Instead we have another 
buddy flick.” “The women are mere props. One of them could have 
been written out and nothing would have been lost.” “Reminis- 
cent of old Elvis flicks. Highly predictable.” “Not your typical ski 
movie—no nudity, few hijinks. A story built around skiing in- 
stead of about skiing. The stars are well-developed, likeable 
characters, and the skiing scenes are excellent.” “It ain’t Ski 
Party.” One dead body. One avalanche. Cast: Finola Hughes 
(“standout” as “wealthy bitch” Trevor Eve), Teri Polo (“good” as 
Robin Hand), Kar] Stall (Bruce Kellog), Franz Hauser (Martin 
Kemp). Writer/Director: Patrick Hasburgh (“weak writing,” 
“seems like two different movies at times”). [Hollywood Pictures. 
1993.] Overall rating: 83. 


ENGARRY GLEN ROSS 





“Bleak” “depressing” but “electrifying” drama starring “bril- 
liant” “extra-sleazy” Alec Baldwin as a “cold-blooded” Florida 
real-estate sales manager who comes up with a new “incentive” 
program, leading to a series of underhanded deals involving his 
fellow salesman, the “still amazing” Jack Lemmon in “one of his 
best roles,” “great” Al Pacino as a hustler, and “terrific” Ed 
Harris, “perfect” as the “it’s-everyone-else’s-fault-but-mine’” type. 
“A plot twist at the end makes you go ‘What? Huh?” “This is Death 
ofa Salesman meets Lawrence Welk Resort Condominium Sales. 
It should be sub-billed ‘Hear old men and young say “Fuck” til they 


drop.” “It’s like watching an oral tennis match. But it’s easily the 
most depressing movie of the year, full of losers who talk big, but 
who, in our eyes, rank on the food chain next to child molesters.” 
“Lemmon is great in a 20-year update of his Oscar performance 
in Save the Tiger.” “The film is full of salesmen—and I hate 
salesmen. Without the great acting this film would be nothing.” 
“Great acting, poor story.” “Reminiscent of the Maysle Brothers 
documentary Salesman. I felt as though I were a fly on the wall 
observing the action—and you know flies thrive on horse doo- 
doo!” “This is suitable only as a stage play. An absolute dud on the 
screen.” Cast: Alan Arkin (“standout” in a “thankless role” as 





Peter Berg and Paul Gross quit their sobs on a Detroit assembly line and 
move to Aspen in search of a plot, in Aspen Extreme. 


George Aaronow), Jonathan Pryce (“excellent” as James Ling, 
a buyer who wants out of his deal), Kevin Spacey (“outstanding” 
as John Williamson). Writer: David Mamet, from his Pulitzer 
Prize-winning play. Director: James Foley (“keeps things mov- 
ing”). [ITC/Live. 1992/93.] Overall rating: 83. 


URE COUNTRY 


“Milli Vanilli Go to Branson” in this “vanity production” for 
country singer George Strait, starring as a country singer who 
plays hooky from his tour, forcing his manager, the “manipula- 
tive, nasty, tough” Lesley Ann Warren, to hire a stand-in to 
impersonate him at concerts. Meanwhile, George is back in his 
home town, finding love with Isabel Glasser, the barrel-racing 
daughter of rancher Rory Calhoun. Also starring L.A. rocker 
John Doe, “pretty good” as his drummer, childhood friend, and 
“the heart of the band.” “Let’s put it this way. It’s better than Neil 
Diamond in The Jazz Singer.” “Let’s put it this way. George Strait 
shouldn’t give up his singing career for the movies. His emotional 
range makes Michael Pare look like Sir Laurence Olivier.” “George 
spends the whole movie acting like he just woke up.” “Lesley Ann 
Warren should get some sun. She looks like a vampire. Rory 
Calhoun looks close to death.” “Strait’s songs are darn good.” “The 
concert scenes are not memorable, and the final scene is one only 
Hollywood (and maybe Nashville) could dream up. Ugh!” “One of 
the worst flicks I’ve ever seen that spotlights a famous singing 
star. Lackluster, unbelievable acting. The movie produced but 
one hit song!” Minority opinion: “Fine acting, good story, direction 
and music excellent.” Cast: Kyle Chandler (“great” as Buddy 
Jackson, “the slimeball from the road crew convinced he’s the next 
country superstar”), Molly McClure (“standout” as Grandma 
Ivy Chandler). Writer: Rex McGee. Director: Christopher 
Cain. [Warner. 1992/93.] Overall rating: 82. 


HE DISTINGUISHED GENTLEMAN 
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“Obvious” “ordinary” “flat” vehicle for Eddie Murphy as a 


small-time con artist who 
gets elected to Congress, 
enjoys the perks of power, 
but ends up cleaning the 
House. The “hokey ending” 
involves a sick child, as 
Murphy “turns ‘softie—and 
the film loses a pile of cred- 
ibility.” “If you’ve seen the 
trailer, you’ve seen the film. 
Trite and predictable.” 
“Murphy’s humor quotient 
is much lower than in his 
other films.” One dead body. 
One motor vehicle chase. 
Cast: Sheryl Lee Ralph 
(Miss Lahretta), Grant 
Shaud (“nothing new here” 
as Arthur Reinhardt), Vic- 
toria Rowell (Celia Kirby), 
Sonny Jim Gaines (“origi- 
nal, fun,” “makes me laugh 
out loud” as Van Dyke), 
Lane Smith (“usual good 
job” as Dick Dodge), James 
Garner (“nice cameo,” “brief 
but memorable” as politi- 
cian with a bad heart), Joe 
Don Baker (“his usual good 
form,” “perfect” as big-busi- 
ness lobbyist Olaf), Charles 
S. Dutton (“standout” as 
Elijah Hawkins), Gary 
Frank (“barely even 
speaks”), Kevin McCarthy (Kerry Cougar), Victor Rivers 
(Armando). Writer: Marty Kaplan (“plodding,” “unoriginal”), 
from a story by Kaplan, Jonathan Reynolds. Director: Jona- 
than Lynn. [Hollywood Pictures. 1992/93.] Overall rating: 81. 


HE DAWNING 


“Routine” but “solid” Irish drama starring the “great” An- 
thony Hopkins as a 1920’s terrorist worshipped by a precocious 
18-year-old girl, the “fine” Rebecca Pidgeon, who is leading a 
deadly dull life and secretly hopes Hopkins is her long-lost father. 
Pidgeon does a nice job, “caught between innocent naivete and 
the burden of knowledge,” as Hopkins draws her into his world 
of intrigue and death. The “great” Jean Simmons plays an older 
woman who denies that the problems of the new Ireland even 
exist, while the “appropriately mature” Trevor Howard, as the 
“semi-comatose” grandfather, “is apparently too old to speak in 
full sentences—he has a few words, but they’re well spaced.” 
“Confusing and plodding. Is it a love story? A document of the 
Irish revolt? Is it a breath mint?” “It’s done in the Ivory-Merchant 
style (and that’s a compliment).” “Beautiful photography, won- 
derful locations, but a sagging script.” “This deliberately paced 
film takes a loooong time to unfold (typically British).” “The most 
interesting thing about the movie is trying to decide if Pidgeon is 
pregnant or not.” “Was Trevor Howard’s funeral the day after this 
flick? Or during?” Thirteen dead bodies. Cast: Hugh Grant 
(Harry), Charmian Way (“standout” as Celia Brabazon), Ann 
Way (“good” as George Brabazan). Writer: Moira Williams 
(“good idea,” “works most of the time”), from the novel The Old 
Jest by Jennifer Johnston. Director: Robert Knights. [Lawson 








The actors don’t do anything, but they look good 
doing it, in Cafe Romeo. 


Productions Ltd./Live. 1988/93.] Over- 
all rating: 79. 


WRANGLER 


“It’s a western with white-collar 
criminals! Yikes!” This “confusing” “in- 
consequential” “sappy soap opera” from 
Australian TV stars the “quite good” 
Tushka Bergen as a young woman 
trying to help her family save the ranch 
from creditors, and from “evil dove- 
shooting neighbor” Shane Briant, 
while two strong-willed suitors com- 
pete for her love—“brooding” “sullen” 
“consistently flat” Jeff Fahey as a busi- 
nessman, and “tough-minded” drover 
Steven Vidler, “the perfect Outback 
type.” “Aussie westerns are often quite 
interesting, but this one borrows too 
heavily from other films, most notably 
the Snowy River productions.” “Con- 
trary to the promo, this is not an epic 
film.” “If you’re going to film a western 
without much action, the drama, ten- 
sion and lessons learned must be well 
depicted. That’s not the case here.” “I 
just didn’t care what happened.” “So 
bad... it’sjust bad.” Three dead bodies. 
Three explosions. Fist Fu. Cast: Sandy 
Gore (“good” as Aunt Maude Richards), 
Richard Moir (“good slimy villain” as 
Bill Thompson), Drew Forsythe (Henry 
Iverson), Cornelia Frances (Caroline 
Richards), Frederick Parslow (James Richards). Producer/ 
Writer: John Sexton (“lousy,” “weak,” “scatterbrained, hard-to- 
follow plot”). Director: lan Barry (“okay”). [Birmarna Pty. Ltd./ 
Hemdale. 1988/93.] Overall rating: 77. 


AFE ROMEO 


“Slow” “amateurish” “flat” “disjointed” ensemble drama 
about an Italian-Canadian family that “tries to be St. Elmo’s Fire 
and The Big Chill, only without the story, acting, writing, plot, 
characterization and music.” The title refers to a cafe owned by 
Joe Campanella, who dies and leaves it to hisnephew Jonathan 
Crombie, who drops out of dental school to run the place while 
lusting after his cousin’s wife, the “weak” Catherine Mary 
Stewart, who wants to move to New York to design clothes, while 
her husband sort of wants to be in the Mafia. “Nobody lives 
happily ever after.” “Apparently an attempt to combine The Big 
Chill and Mystic Pizza.” “This is Avalon meets Alice Doesnt Live 
Here Anymore meets Married to the Mob meets Moonstruck 
meets Little Shop of Horrors.” “A group of young people discover 
the joys and problems of adult life. Some succeed, some fail.” 
“Yikes!” “The twenty-somethings are starting to get on my 
nerves. These people have chilled out long before the boomers 
did.” “The music sounds like a radio played underwater.” “Remi- 
niscent of the slew of Canadian films in the seventies and eighties 
that were made as tax write-offs.” One dead body. Fist Fu. Knee 
Fu. Face Fu. Mafia Fu. Cast: Michael Tiernan (“standout” as 
Piero), John Fassini (“good”). Writer: Frank Procopio (“sub- 
standard,” “good story”). Director: Rex Broomfield. [Republic. 
1991/92.] Overall rating: 76. 





Members of the Big Studio Committee are Robert R. Campbell, corporate executive, Long Beach, Calif.; Dan DeBorba, 
transportation sales manager, Rancho Palos Verdes, Calif.; David A. Dowling, government/economics teacher, Stranahan High 
School, Fort Lauderdale, Fla.; Bailey Jones, master control operator at a religious TV network, Birmingham, Ala.; Jo Nelle 
K. Jordan, graphic artist, Lewistown, Pa.; Jim Perine, newspaper systems editor, Grove City, O.; Daniel C. Rowe, musician, 
Seattle: Jeff Sadler, insurance consultant and author, Orlando; Patrick Spreng, computer bulletin board system operator, 
Carrollton, Tex.; Mark Staycer, Satellite Music Network broadcaster, Dallas; and Al Vincent, salesman, Arlington, Tex.. 


iD ver heard of a 
guardian an- 
gel carrying a spare 
tire on her back, cre- 
ating the aroma ofa 
cheeseburger and 
coffee to nudge a 
sleepy truck driver 
into wakefulness? 
What about Wan- 
der, the angel of 


wears wrinkle-re- 


... Wherein We repor€ From the 
underground, the counter-culture, 
travelers, who €he ou€-of—€he-—mainstream, ano the 





Fifteen years 
after his death, Sid 
Vicious, bass 
player for the short- 
lived but legendary 
British punk rock 
band The Sex Pis- 
tols, continues to 
maintain a cult fol- 
lowing, as evi- 
denced in the aptly 
named fanzine de- 
voted to Vicious, No 


sistant cuits and  LoCBie Fringe of publishing, music, 
gives the traveler movies, Comic books, ano ofher 


that sudden burst places where misfits Oowell. 
of energy needed to 


Future. Published 
by Justin Grego- 
rits, this 30-page 
cut-n-paste xeroxed 


catch nearly missed planes andtrains? Theseand17 zine is packed with detailed descriptions of The Sex 
other heavenly helpers are featured in Be An Angel, Pistols releases (official and bootleg), copies of ar- 


a warm and fuzzy col- 
laborative gift book on 
contemporary angel 
mythology by Dana 
Reynolds and illustra- 
tor Karen Blessen. Joe x 
Bob first met Blessen, a ‘4 
Pulitzer Prize-winning 
Texas artist, on a plane 
to somewhere several 
years ago and ever since 
we've been keeping an 
eye on her career and 
her distinctive illustra- 
tions which seem to 
keep popping up on bill- 
boards everywhere. Be 
An Angel is the first lit- 
erary effort by both and 
advance sales have been 
overwhelming, topping 
out at 70,000 copies. 
This came as a surprise  -. «| 
tothe Simon & Schuster ——rt—™ 
publicists who were so - 
busy promoting 
Howard Stern’s book 
that they had to 
scramble toincrease the 
planned first run from 
10,000 to 60,000 to ac- 
commodate the de- 
mand. Better latethan _ [ay = we / 
never, a publicity cam- Festivity, the angel of celebrations, helps you blow out your birthday 
paign for Be An Angelis candles. How about helping blow out birthdays altogether? 
now in the works and the book will hit the bookstores _ ticles and obituaries detailing Vicious’ controversial 
mid-October priced at $16.95 or available from: career and death, commentary on other dead rock- 
Simon & Schuster, Rockefeller Center, 1230 Avenue ers, plus fanzine and movie reviews, cartoons and 
of the Americas, New York, NY 10020. even some poetry thrown into the mix. An ambitious 
| e first effort, but it’s kinda jumbled together and 






pasted every which 
way, making it 
tricky to read. The 
eclectic combination 
of topics is probably 
due toa very lenient 
submission policy 
by Gregorits: 
“Please, anyone— 
send me your re- 
views, articles, po- 
ems, anything! I re- 
ally don’t care what, 
just send it to me 
and I'll print it.” To 
get a copy of No Fu- 
ture, send $2 to: Jus- 
tin Gregorits, 101 
Harrisburg Pike, 
Dillsburg, PA 
17019. 
e 

Holy cow! It’s 
the Moosa Bulletin: 
The Magazine of the 
American Bovines, 
put out by our friend 
Hank Roll. This 12- 
page kitchen table 
paste-up job is 
jammed with cow 
stories, original cow 
cartoons and art, 
and way too many cow puns. (Butter cud out the cow 
puns, Hank, or we'll make you moove to Jersey. 
Make no misteak.) One highlight is a collage of 
actual cow classifieds and merchandising ads urging 
you to buy stuff like a set of Holstein-spotted 
“cowminoes” which are “an udder delight, but don’t 
stay up playing pasture bedtime.” Ouch. If cows 
aren't your thing, it’s okay, because Hank throws in 
a gratuitous “pig” page with random articles and ads 
from the porcine front. Published moonthly, Moosa 
Bulletin will cost you $10 for a year. Write to: Hank 
Roll, 2419 Greensburg Pike, Pittsburgh, PA 15221. 

€ 

Okay, there are a million trillion exercise videos 
out there. We’ve got Cindy Crawford and her hop- 
till-you-drop killer aerobic workout, Dixie Carter's 
coma-inducing “exercise” video and a plethora of 
tapes guaranteed to give you buns, thighs or elbows 
of steel. But here’s one we'd never seen before—a 
video that will help tone those saggy facial muscles. 
Face Exercises producer Claire Louise Simard 
combines Tai Chi and yoga techniques in 17 easy-to- 
follow steps that promise to rejuvenate those cheeks 
and chin. It starts with a typical disclaimer (don’t try 
this at home without doctor’s okay, not liable for 
injury, blah blah blah) as if to prepare you and your 


Sylvia 
try this without consulting your cardiologist. 





face for one doozy of a 
sweatfest. Of course, 
the exercises are pain- 
fully low-key, and the 
host, Sylvia Sum- 
mers, is so low-key it’s 
almost scary, but hey, 
it can’t be easy to make 
face exercises like “The 
Lion” and “Brow Suc- 
tions” entertaining. 
According to Simard, 
this method is taught 
in private consultation 
to many Hollywood 
stars as an alternative 
to cosmetic surgery. 
Did someone forget to 
tell Zsa Zsa? The 35- 
minute VHS Face Ex- 
ercises tape goes for 
$33 ($35 for California 
residents) payable to: 
Simard Productions, 
2005 Palo Verde Ave. 
#214, Long Beach, CA 
90815-3399. 
€ 

Imagine a world of 
only two dimensions 
where the inhabitants, 
squares, lines, circles, 
etc., inhabit only a 
single plane of reality. When a three-dimensional 
sphere passes through their plane, the squares, lines 
and circles see the sphere merely as a circle that gets 
bigger and bigger, then smaller and smaller because 
they have no perspective with which to comprehend 
the new phenomena. They can only define the sphere 
in terms of their two-dimensional world. This idea is 
explored in a late 19th century novel by Edwin 
Abbott called Flatland, the name-inspiration for 
Jim Martin’s mail-order book company for hard-to- 
find and unusual literature, and biannual magazine 
of the same name, Flatland. Martin’s commitment to 
providing a broad perspective is clear: “In choosing 
books, I try to get selections that look at a topical 
subject from several points of view.” His slick-cov- 
ered magazine is distinctive, because while this 
particular issue focuses entirely on the subject of 
mind control, tying together a variety of seemingly 
unrelated topics (the American education system, 
government obstruction of rights, microchips), it 
also provides ordering information on the book 
sources you can get (through Flatland Books, of 
course) to further explore the different topics on your 
own. To subscribe, send $15 for four issues, or to get 
the Flatland Books mail-order catalog only, send $2 
to: Flatland, P.O. Box 2420, Ft. Bragg, CA 95437. 
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Hey, theyre hip in Harlem... 


Gotta Beef With My Boots? 


hy is it that when you wear a pair of green 

lizard-skin cowboy boots into the Bank of 
America Building on Madison Avenue, it’s consid- 
ered cool, but if you wear the exact same pair of boots 
into the Campbell 
Center office com- 
plex in Dallas, 
you re considereda 
hick? 

(I know. I’ve 
been both places. 
I’ve worn the boots 
both places.) 

In other words, 
why is it that the 
closer you are to 
where people actu- 
ally do wear cow- 
boy boots for their 
jobs, the more 
people look down 
on it? I once saw a 
guy with a pair of 
white and black 
cowhair boots in 
Harlem. He was 
getting apprecia- 
tive comments. I 
happen to own a 
pair of the exact 
same boots, but I’ve 
only worn them on stage for fear of the outright 
ridicule I'd get in Texas. 

I'll give you another example of the same thing. 
You know the antique golfing duds that people wear 
now—the knickers, the blousy shirt, the puffy sleeves, 
the high socks? It comes from Scotland, right? I went 
to Scotland. I saw the golf courses in Scotland. J 
didn't see these guys over there. The only time I see 
this stuff is on Sunday afternoon, at the finals of 
American golf tournaments. We look just as dorky as 
the Scots do, but we’re evidently proud of lookin 
dorky. 

Why does every rich guy in America wear an 
Italian suit? But when you go to Italy, you never see 
anybody wear a suit. And if they do wear a suit, it’s 
rumpled and thrown together. 

Why would we buy perfume from the French, 
who frequently smell bad? 

Why do thousands of tourists buy sombreros in 
Mexico, but the last time anybody saw a Mexican 
wearing a sombrero was in 1957? 

Why are the biggest, fanciest pickup trucks 





owned by people who live in the city and never have 
to haul anything heavy? And why do the people who 
need pickup trucks—the farmers and ranchers— 
always have trucks that are puny, broken-down and 
lopsided? 

Why is it that bolo 
ties made by the Hopis, 
the Zunis and the Nava- 
jos go for $500 and up 
when they’re soldin New 
York and Zurich and 
Hamburg, but the only 
people you see wearing 
em in New Mexico are 
poor people? 

Did somebody pass a 
law in the eighties mak- 
ing it a crime to wear 
anything made within a 
hundred-mile radius of 
your house? 

Are the Hopis trad- 
ing bolos to the Mexi- 
cans in exchange for 
sombreros? 

Are the Scottish 
people conspiring to 
make us all look like idi- 
ots? 

I gotta know. 

Help me out here. 


umor ~ by - tanja - lindstrom - 


Coyote Blue (Christopher Moore): This hip 
novel chronicles the colorful adventures of way- 
ward Indian-turned-yuppie, Sam Hunter, whose 
Rolex and Mercedes lifestyle is turned upside 
down by the love of a girl (naturally) for whom he 
battles biker thugs with the unsolicited help of a 
pesky and recalcitrant shape-shifting sex-crazed 
Indian God called Coyote, journeys to the Un- 
derworld, and reclaims his Indian roots. It’s a 
moving story of redemption and purpose dis- 
guised as an occasionally irreverent mostly funny 
always outrageous work of fast-paced fiction. 
Four stars. (Simon and Schuster, Rockefeller 
Center, 1230 Avenue of the Americas, New York, 
NY 10020.) 





It’s a crime to call vacationers overseas, but in the U.S. it’s okay to... 


Reach Out and Bug Someone 


eople will never call you in Europe. 
Always remember this when you wanna be 
invisible. 
You can get a plane ticket to London for a 
hundred and fifty bucks. You can place a call to 





London for less than five bucks. But all you have to 
say is, “’'m in London,” and nobody will ever call you 
over there. 

Try going someplace like Jackson Hole, Wyo- 
ming, where it costs a fortune to call, and watch fifty 
people call you up and say, “Sorry, Joe Bob, I hope ’m 
not disturbing your vacation, but.. .” 

What’s the deal here? What is this thing about 
international boundaries? A lot of people don’t even 


Victory Over Acts of God! 


The Clinton Drive-In Theatre, on Route 
54 East in Clinton, Illinois, reopened after the 
screen was blown down in a storm about a 


year ago. The first night featured a double 
feature of Housesitter and Straight Talk at 
the bargain rate of $3.50. Mack Spencer of 
Dallas reminds us that, with eternal vigi- 
lance, the drive-in will never die. 





like to call Canada or Mexico, where we've only got 
three extra numbers to dial. 

France I can understand. You call France, you 
might have to talk to a French person. But every- 
where else in Europe is so danged easy, and there are 
still a lot of people who 
don’t use answering 
machines, so you're 
even more likely to get 
the person on the 
phone when you do 
call. 

But people will go 
to insane extremes not 
to call you over there. 

“Well, Joe Bob, yes, 
your car did get stolen 
while you were gone, 
and the thieves took it 
down to the Trinity 
River and exploded it, 
but we decided not to 
do anything till you got 
back, because you were 
in Europe.” 

People talk about 
Europe like it’s 1934 
instead of 1994. It used 
to take five days to get 
there. Nowit takes less 
than five hours. You 
used to need a phrase 
book, a little bit of the foreign languages. Now you 
can speak English everywhere and nobody cares. 
You used to need vaccinations, inoculations, shots, 
medical exams. Now you don’t. You used to need 
visas. Now all you need is a passport. Going over 
there is actually a lot easier than going to Disneyland, 
but people still talk about it like it’s some major 
voyage requiring all kinds of life-and-death deci- 
sions. 

Europe is a place that’s a little simpler than 
America, a little less sophisticated, a little less jaded 
and cynical, a little behind the times, and I guess 
that’s why so many people go there. 

But the main thing about Europe is that it’s 
quiet. I've come back from Europe and felt assaulted 
by the noise you hear when you enter the United 
States. We get used to it, and so we don’t notice how 
loud it is until it’s taken away for a while. 

And the main thing that’s quiet in Europe is the 
phone. 

Good enough reason to go there. 
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Dear Joe Bob: 

Your recent Moon 
Walkers (fat people) 
reference shows how 
politically hip you’re 
not. You still don’t get 
it. These people are 
Gravitationally Chal- 
lenged. 

Discrimination by 
gravity has made them 
second class citizens. 
The structure of society, gravity limited furniture, 
etc., is at fault. That they can’t pass a Taco Bell 
without scarfing fourteen dozen taco supremes is 
irrelevant. We all are obligated to correct the rav- 
ages of gravity on these unfortunates. 


I hope this letter will make you less Preference 
Challenged. 


wa 
© 
ae 
© 
oe. 


Nineties Challenged yours, 
Steven O’Guin 
Sacramento 
Dear Steven: 
Thanks for clearing that up. I spent the whole 
day making my office fat-accessible. 
Fortunately, my cousin owns a bulldozer. 


Hey Joe Bob, 

Used the drive-thru Versateller at my bank 
yesterday. It has Braille buttons for the visually 
impaired. 

Scary thought, eh? 

Keeping an eye out, 

Bill Mozley 

Pollock Pines, Calif. 
Dear Bill: 

Do the tellers ever say, “No, really, it’s a hundred- 
dollar bill’? 


Dear Joe Bob, 
I liked your Lust For Freedom article on born- 
agains, but was it Dick Van Patten or Kierkegaard 
who said, “When you label me, you negate me”? 
Please write back, 
Jill O'Loughlin 
Napa, Calif. 

Dear Jill: 

“When you label me, you negate me’—that was 
Pia Zadora, I believe. 


Dear Joe Bob, 

I am sending a letter to the three men I consider 
the moral bulwark of western civilization. Billy 
Graham, the Pope and you. 

I turned 40 and still haven’t made the sign of the 
11-fingered howling monkey. In other words, I’m a 
virgin. 

Yeah, yeah, I know, I know. Right now you've got 
the look of a beached bass. Eyes bugged out and 


ADVICE 


to the Hopeless 


gasping for breath. I’m 
not a homelysexual, in 
fact ’'m not homely at 
all. Everything is in 
great working order, if 
you know what I mean 
and I think you do. I’ve 
been told to save it for 
marriage. Joe Bob, 
rather than saving 
should I be investing? 

There’s a lot of crazy 
diseases out there. You hear people saying “in Latex 
we trust.” Others say to get married—no ring, no 
ring-a-ding-ding. What it comes down to is this: do I 
hit the streets and see what happens when the 
rubber meets the road or go for the gold and wait for 
a wedding band? My sex life—my whole life may rest 
in your answer. 

Remember, [’m writing Big Baptist Billy and 
Pope John Paul (or is it Paul John?). ’m going for 
best two outta three. What do ya say? 

Sincerely, 

Les Moore 

San Diego 
Dear Les: 

This is something I've never done before, but I 
think this is a special case. I’m sending you Ugly-on- 
a-Stick’s phone number. You are in dire need of an 
extremely experienced woman who will make you feel 


Free Junk 


The Official Free Junk Policy: People all over the 
world send Joe Bob free junk, and Joe Bob gives it away 
at random, like Robin Hood. He doesn’t give it to the first 
person who asks for it. He gives it to the first person he 
notices who asks for it. This means whatever letter hap- 
pens to be at the top of the stack whenever we open the 
mail. No dealers. Try to be specific. If you act like a jerk 
in your letter, you will receive no free junk for the rest of 
your life. 


Bumper Stickers 
Pink Floyd WBCN 104.1 FM, Speed Get Ready for Rush 
Hour, I Support VVA (Vietnam Veterans of America), RoboCop 
3 Back on Duty, Sepultura, The Addams Family, Ray Stevens 
(4), 92 WICB Ithaca (10), Free America or Drug-Free America, 
I Seen ‘Em Too!, Pothead Man, 101.9 WDET, WJRZ 100.1, 


KRQR 97.3 FM The Rocker, Live Forever—Win a Million 
Dollars, Greetings from Bakersfield, Ca., Titty Bingo, D.A.M.M. 
(Drunks Against Mad Mothers), B.R.A. (Bimbo Rights Amend- 
ments), Conserve Texas Water—Drink Texas Wine, Don’t Mess 
With Texas (17), Don’t Dream & Drive—Nightmare on Elm 
Street 5, Blood Salvage, The Adventures of Ford Fairlane. 
Videos 

Night of the Warrior wtith Lorenzo Lamas and Kathleen 
Kinmont; Night Rhythms; Night Trap; Ninja Warriors; No Skin 
Off My Ass; North and South starring Patrick Swayze; Not on 
This Earth starring Traci Lords; No Strings Attached; Of Flesh 
and Blood; Obsessive Love starring Yvette Mimieux and Simon 
MacCorkindale; Omar Khayyam; On the Block; On the Road 
With Charles Kuralt; One False Move starring Bill Paxton; One 
Man Army with Jerry Trimble and Melissa Moore; One Minute 
To Midnight; Only You; The Outfit with Lance Henriksen and 
Billy Drago; Opus & Bill; Out For Blood. 





This Week's Contest 


Chuck Hush of Poughkeepsie, New York: “I 
remember seeing on TV once a movie about a 
travelling bra salesman. The only scene I remem- 
ber is where a stacked housewife is trying on one 
of the salesman’s sample bras when her husband 
pulls up and she tells the salesman to beat it, and 
he says, “Wait, my sample,” so Mrs. Well-En- 
dowed Suburbia takes off the bra and hands it to 
him. The look on his face was hilarious! Okay, Joe 
Bob readers, put on your stuponotronic helmets 
and tell me the name of this titillating comedy.” 


A video will be awarded to one correct answer each issue. 
(In the event of a tie, a drawing will be held.) Send “Find That 
Flick” questions and solutions to The Joe Bob Report, P.O. Box 
2002, Dallas, TX 75221. 


We Don't Have A Winner! 


In the July 11 issue, Joel “J.J.” Horn of 
Brookfield, Illinois, wrote: “A few years ago, I saw 
this film on one of the movie channels that ’m 
now trying to find the name to. I believe it’s about 
this biker who gets released from prison, reunites 
with his family and friends, and gets revenge on 
the criminals responsible for his stay in jail. 
There was this great scene in this film where the 
main bad guy wakes up out of bed after hearing 
some noise, looks out of his window and sees his 
expensive car in the bottom of his swimming pool. 
Well, that’s pretty much all I can remember from 
this film.” 

We received zero answers to this question— 
only the fifth time in history we’ve had no winner. 
We'll still award the prize to late entries. 





totally superior. 
You might not enjoy this at first, but, believe me, 
youll thank me later. 


Dear Joe Bob, 

Reading between the lines, you listen to punk 
rock music maybe? I noticed those obvious targets 
haven’t been gored yet—they deserve to be in a lot of 
ways even though I like the music and the attitude 
(which I think is what punk is about anyway, not 
fashion). The reason I say this is because you always 
refer to Art Bergman in your capsule video reviews 
as the dude who once used to be in the Young 
Canadians. I mean that’s pretty obscure stuff. Now 
especially since they've been kaput since about 1982 
or thereabouts. Art went onto Los Popularos with 
Vancouver scene stalwarts, including Buck Cherry 
of the Modernettes, then formed Poisoned in 1984, 
then went solo on the Duke Street label in 1988. And 


has since gained distribution on Polygram in Canada 
and has gotten more popular than those scruffy days 
with the Young Canadians. Of course, you may just 
be reading the blurbs on the backs of packages and/ 
or accompanying press releases, in which case, you're 
likely wondering what the hell is happening and 
where’s it all going to end. If you do like that early 
Vancouver punk rock junk, I can whip together a 
tape easily enough. Don’t ask me about Wayne 
Newton or country, though. 

Thanks much, keep slaughtering them fattened 
COWS. 

Nob Ogasawara 
Tokyo 
Dear Nob: 

The only reason I don’t make fun of punk is that 
you can't satirize a satirist. In other words, they’re 
doing exactly the same thing I’m doing. We’re just 
coming at it from different directions. 


Dear Joe Bob: 

Back to the screaming bunny controversy—this 
is a Silly question, but how much exposure have you 
had to mascara? I’ve gotten a good amount of it in my 
eyes on the occasional slightly fuzzy morning, and I 
can tell you it does sting and burn. Of course, you’re 
probably one of those cursed men who have long, 
long eyelashes, so you’d never have to even think of 
dealing with mascara, but that’s another tirade. 
Back to the soapbox: And have you ever heard a 
rabbit in pain? I have, and they do indeed scream. 
But hey—you have your opinion and I have mine. 
Peace? 

It’s refreshing to know that someone who writes 
a newspaper column and books and makes regular 
appearances on television (you) actually reads his 
own mail. Or at least has someone do it who sounds 
just like them when they reply. 

Pam Mozier 
Derby, Conn. 
Dear Pam: 

Are you telling me there are men who use mas- 
cara? Are you talking about drag queens? 

Don't scare me like that. 


Dear Joe Bob, 

My daughter (who lives in Euless) sent me your 
book Cosmic Wisdom. I have to say that, being from 
a part of the world that just discovered gravity last 
month, I had not heard of you. I also have to say that 


Apathy Alert! 


Only three cars showed up for the final night 
of the Espanola Drive-In in Espanola, New 
Mexico, which is pure-dee pitiful. Douglas 
Merriam of Santa Fe reminds us that, without 
eternal vigilance, it can happen here. 
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I was not given to expect much from the front cover 
photograph, which looked like a lot of Odessa used- 
car salesmen I have known. Nonetheless, I read the 
book, and goddammit, it was funny! I mean, laugh- 
out-loud funny; I absolutely roared over your chap- 
ter on ask-the-all-knowing reporter talk shows. 
(McLaughlin does act like he could use a large dose 
of Maalox, doesn’t he?) Also, having just written an 
asbestos-letter envelope to National Public Radio 
about a program called Fresh Air (more like “Hot 
Air”), the chapter on National Public Communist 
Radio hit plumb center, also. I am absolutely de- 
lighted to find that Americans can still write some- 
thing funny. Got Dog, I loved it! 

I am confused about the name of your newslet- 
ter, We Are the Weird. Far from finding you weird, I 
think you make damned good sense. This country is 
full of strange, self-important, semi-educated goofs 


who are doing their damnedest to infect us with their 
own Government-speak. (As Edwin Newman said in 
Strictly Speaking, the “ize” have it.) Thus, e.g., we 
have Reuters, “the world’s largest electronic pub- 
lisher.” Whatinhell does that mean? I thought they 
were a news agency. I read a paper by a SUNY 
Professor of Sociology, who described family fights 
as “escalated interpersonal interactions,” words that 
my 100,000-word workspell dictionary didn’t recog- 
nize. Good Lord, is this the future of our language? 
I reluctantly agree with the California substitution 
of “facilitator” for “teacher,” because, as you found 
out with Lonnie Phipps, they don’t teach anyway. 
However, most things from California are subject to 
Phoghorne’s Law of Fecal Migration: All shit origi- 
nates in California and spreads eastward. 

Well, I see I have a redundant “also” and some 
other mistakes, but what the hey. I did thoroughly 


Joe Bob Jackets Back for an Encore! 







Joe Bob had these jackets made up as special Christmas presents for the 
crew of his TV show, and they were such a hit, he decided to offer them to his 
fans, too. These high quality jackets have a charcoal gray wool body with red 
leather sleeves, collarand pocketslits. On the back is a full color chenille patch 
with the Joe Bob Briggs logo and extra stitching to read “Joe Bob Briggs is a 
close personal friend of mine.” Yourname plus “Bob” (i.e. “Mary Bob” or “Sam 
Bob”) in red script on the left front costs $6 extra. First deadline for ordering is 
October 15. Allow 8 weeks from that date for delivery. Specify size—men’s XS/ 
16-18,S/36,M/38,L/40-42, XL/42-44, XXL/46, XXXL/46-48, 4XL/50-52. Please use 


form to provide shipping address and fill out the following: 


$s Jacket $155 (XXLorlarger $170) Size 
$ __ (Texas residents add 8.5% sales tax) 

$ Name on front $6 

$ Shipping $5 Name on Jacket 

$ Total Daytime phone 


gh-priced catalog!”—Ellen Gonella 
6m.”—Keith Blue 





Five Minutes to a Sixties Sleazefest 
Buy a year’s subscription and get ‘5 Minutes To Love’ for only $10! 


Sendinnowforayear’ssubscription (new, renewalor giff 
of The Joe Bob Report and get the 1965 exploitation classic 5 
Minutes To Love starring Rue McClanahan as you've never 
seen her before for only $10. Don’t miss Rue’s rousing perfor- 
mance as “Poochie, the girl in the shack” back when she was 
cranking out sleazy B movies. Offer expires October 31, 1994. 


Yes, here’s $45 for a year’s subscription, plus 5 Minutes 
To Love video—$80 in foreign countries. 


L_| Make that $35 for a full year—$70 in foreign countries. 


Gimme a half-year of hiney-kicking for $19.95. (U.S. 
only) 


(For video only, send $14.95 plus $2 postage and handling. Make checks payable fo The Joe Bob Report.) 


Name 

Address 

City eee oe 
Charge Card # 

Check one: MC __ Visa ___ Exp. Date 


aaae 


BOOKS eBINDERS+BACK ISSUES _ 





Make checks payable to The Joe Bob Report, P.O. Box 2002, Dallas, TX 75221. (Fax 214-985- -7448) 
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‘Cappuccino My Built’ Mug 


This 15-ounce ceramic sipper is white with ‘Cappuccino 
My Butt’ on the front in black. (Other side says: “When did 
everybody go from thinking that coffee was a form of herpes 
to this new idea that a fourteen dollar cup of Tahitian Vanilla- 
Wombat Espresso will turn you into an art director for music 
videos?”—Joe Bob Briggs.) $9.95—plus $2.90 shipping. 


Ordering information. for any of Joe Bob’ s five books, 1990-94 - 
_ binders, or list of backi issues available by writing to address below. 


enjoy your book and plan to read 
the others when I find them. I 
don’t write authors very often. 
Imagine writing Michener: “Dear 
Jim: Chesapeake sucks.” But you 
have made the mistake of putting 
your address in your book, and so, 
I done it. Thanks for the real plea- 
sure your book brought me. 
Jerry F. O'Donnell 
Las Cruces, N.M. 
Dear Jerry: 
I preciate the nice words, and 
I'll ignore the remark about my 
looking like a used-car salesman 
from Odessa. I was thinking I 
looked more like a new car sales- 
man from Fort Worth. 


Dear Joe Bob: 

You asked for us to write you 
and tell youif you were right about 
Roman Numerals. Although you 
are right about your system, 
MCMLXXXVII stands for 1987, 
not 1988 (and you said it took you 
three hours?). Other than that, I 
agree with you, since I always 
look at the date of movies so that I 
can win arguments in Trivial Pur- 
suit questions (orjust irritate other 
people by knowing what year mov- 
ies were released), and it bugs me 
to death to have to look at a long 
string of unnecessary letters in 
the 2.5 seconds that they show the 
movie date. 

Maybe it is just a plot to make 
it impossible for anyone to know 
just how old actors really are. I 
know I am confused. 

Lirea G. Morrell 
Lexington, Ky. 
Dear Lirea: 

Thanks for the support. I got 
XII letters agreeing with you, and 
only IT disagreeing. 


Free Ad for 
Video Collectors 


If you collect and want to trade 
videos, Joe Bob will give you a free ad 
(up to twenty words—60 cents each 
additional word). No businesses. No deal- 
ers. Just send information to P.O. Box 
2002, Dallas, TX 75221. 











Joe Bob’s Classifieds 





Fanzines 


Lost Armadillos in Heat. Proof Texas is 
bizarre, funny. $2 cash to 1113 W. 31st, 
Austin, TX 78705. 

Scream Queen Zines! A one-stop, cutting- 
edge mail-order source for over 1,000 titles. 
Beautifully illustrated 120-page catalog 
includes: fringe/exploitation film, anima- 
tion and sex periodicals. Send $3 to Xines, 
Box JB-4, 1226-A Calle de Comercio, Santa 
Fe, NM 87505. 


Miscellaneous 


Cutting edge poetry and unique post cards. 
Send $1 for sample to Genuine Lizard, 
P.O. Box 2044, Fort Worth, TX 76113. 
Video Exposes, Hollywood Scandals, Trag- 
edies, Celebrity and Rock Star Deaths, 
Tragic Child Stars, Gay Hollywood! Free 
catalog. Wavelength Video, 1621 
Montessouri St., Las Vegas, NV 89117. 
Sd 


Visual Art Access helps artists get ahead! 
Brochure: Box 2880, Santa Fe, NM 87504. 


Video Sales 


Carl J. Sukenick’s Mutant Massacre— 
Blood, nudity, violence, kung fu. Christmas 
special: $15 payable to Carl J. Sukenick. 
C.J.S. Films, c/o Sukenick, sesecaee! A10, 
Delray Beach, FL 33484. 

Naked Neighbor Girls! Sociosexual docu- 
mentaries or one-hand videos? You decide! 
Send SASE for free list or $9 for hour video. 
Include signed age statement. MacLean- 


Jameson, P.O. Box 191544, San Francisco, 
CA94119. 


Video Trades 


Will trade Joan Wise, Jaguar videos, 
facesitting and bondage videos. J. Vogel, 
218 Birmingham Ave., Pittsburgh, PA 
15210. 

Wanted: Movie Frank & I, 1993, starring 
Jennifer Inch. Any information appreci- 
ated. Stephen Bures, P.O. Box 4326, Malibu, 
CA 90264. 

Desperately seeking The Escapist / Modern 
Day Houdini. Will trade, buy, whatever. 
Gene Guthrie, 6221 Acton Rd., Indianapo- 
lis, IN 46259-1205. 


Get Yours— 
Dirt Cheap! 


| 

| 

| 

| 

Place a personal ad or message, | 

sell videos, publicize events! Whatever! | 
Fax your ad to 214-985-7448 and charge 

to Visa/MC for $1 additional fee (don’t | 

forget your signature and expiration | 
date) or mail your ad with check pay- 

able to The Joe Bob Report, P.O. Box | 

2002, Dallas, TX 75221. Your ad will | 

appear in approximately three weeks. | 

Display advertising is $75 per inch. | 

| 

| 

| 


$10 for 15 words 
60 cents each additional word 
Run the ad a second time at half 
price! 


LL |S Sc 





Joe Bob Briggs 
P.O. Box 2002 
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